TRUTH    GONE

saw the floor strewn with books, fruit, plate, knife and
broken glass, and realized that I had never told Aubrey
the story at all, that I had dreamt I had told him about
my dream (if it was a dream), that I had gone to bed and
that I had had no dialogue with him at all! All the
comments he had made; all my impatient retorts (not
here recorded) about Anatole France's easy play with
easy erudition, references to Tanagra statuettes and the
philosophic fragments of Hypodermos of Syringa, were
the mere smoke of slumber.

Happily it hadn't been a nightmare; I hadn't been
falling over cliffs, fighting goblins who came together
when hewn to pieces, or taking ten giant crocodiles on at
once; so I rearranged my pillows, turned out the light,
curled up, and did not wake again until-----
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